CHAPTER    XII
As he walked back on his yesterday's tracks towards
Campbelltown, he wondered whether the teasing hope
that had come to his mind, that Mr, Arlack's home would be
like the one he had just left, would be realized* He dared not
let the expectation get hold of his imagination, for he knew
too well how roughly the average lower-class Australian
settler was content to live, but, while he was eating his break-
fast in a small public-house in Campbelltown, he toyed with
the idea that his luck might hold even to this relative
miracle. When he had finished his meal, he went up to a
group of idlers playing quoits, and asked them to direct him
to Mr. Arlack's.
'Mr. Arlack's!' answered one of the men in a tone of con-
tempt. *I never knowed he had got a handle to his name
afore. What do you think,* he called to his companions;
'here's a cove wants to find out Mister Arlack's. Ain't that a
good 'tin?'
After the laughter which greeted this remark had sub-
sided, the speaker asked Rashleigh how long he had been in
the colony.
'About two years and a half/ he answered.
*As green as that still, eh?' went on the speaker. 'Let me
tell you that Lunnon Bob is the name we gives to your Mr.
Arlack. What do you want with him, anyhow, mate?'
4Why, I'm assigned to him,' answered Rashleigh.
'Assigned to him, are you!' said the man. 'Let's have a
look at your teeth.' As the new-comer innocently opened his
mouth, the man looked at his teeth and added: 'You'd best
knock half of them grinders of yours clean out of your head,
for all the need you'll have of them at Lunnon Bob's: and I
tell you Polly Arlack will hate you like hell at sight of them,
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